. . . Rarely are Mountains seen in such combined
majesty and grace as here. The rocks are of that sort
called Primitive by the mineralogists, which always
arrange themselves in masses of a rugged, gigantic char-
acter ; which ruggedness, however, is here tempered by
a singular airiness of form, and softness of environment:
in a climate favourable to vegetation, the gray cliff, itself
covered with lichens, shoots up through a garment of
foliage or verdure; and white, bright cottages, tree-
shaded, cluster round the everlasting granite. In fine
vicissitude, Beauty alternates with Grandeur: you ride
through stony hollows, along strait passes, traversed by
torrents, overhung by high walls of rock; now winding
amid broken shaggy chasms, and huge fragments; now
suddenly emerging into some emerald valley, where the
streamlet collects itself into a Lake, and man has again
found a fair dwelling, and it seems as if Peace had estab-
lished herself in the bosom of Strength. . . .
Now the Valley closes in abruptly, intersected by a
huge mountain mass, the stony waterworn ascent of
which is not to be accomplished on horseback. Arrived
aloft, he finds himself again lifted into the evening sunset
light; and cannot but pause, and gaze round him, some
moments there. An upland irregular expanse of wold,
where valleys in complex branchings are suddenly or
slowly arranging their descent towards every quarter
of the sky. The mountain-ranges are beneath your feet,
and folded together : only the loftier summits look down
here and there as on a second plain; lakes also lie dear
and earnest in their solitude. No trace of man now visible;
unless indeed it were he who fashioned that little visible
link of Highway, here, as would seem, scaling the in-
accessible, to unite Province with province. But sunwards,
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